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Alas, Madam ! who would wish for many
years ? What is it but to drag existence until
our joys gradually expire, and leave us in a
night of misery; like the gloom which blots
out the stars one by one, from the face of night?
and leaves us without a ray of comfort in the
howling waste !

I am interrupted, and must leave off You
shall soon hear from me again.
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